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i TO THE | | go 
AU T H O R 
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4 7 HE LST A N 


8 I R, 


HE Public will, I make no Doubt, 
think it ſomewhat extraordinary, that 

- I ſhould preſent the Author of 
ATHELSTAN with a Parody on that Tragedy; 
in Truth, did I not look upon myſelf as en- 
tirely diſtinguiſhed from the Herd of modern 
Critics, I ſhould never have hazarded it ; but 
as a Motive quite oppoſite to that of Envy, 
Malice or Rancour, has directed me through 
the whole Courſe of this Performance, the 
Pleaſure which naturally occuts to a Writer 
in launching his Pen into the World, is 
greatly increaſed by that which I feel, in be- 
ing able to addreſs you, Sir, without bluſh- 
ing; for if I bluſh, it is abſolutely through a 
Conſciouſneſs of my own Inſufficiency, and 
becauſe I am ſenſible, that fo trivial a Work 
as TuRNCoaAT, does by no Means deſerve the 
Acceptance of an Author, whoſe Merit and 
A 2 Excellence 


| 


iv DEDICATION. 
Excellence has acquired him the Suffrages 
and Applauſe of the moſt juſt and imparti 
Judges in Dramatic Performances: Neverthe- 
leſs I flatter myſelf you will indulge this Baga- 
tel, and in permitting me to lay it before you, 
permit me alfo to ſubſcribe myſelf, with real 
ſteem and Sincerity, 
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Wu moſt bumble and 


\ A. 


moſt obedient Servant, 


PREFATORY DISCOURSE 
on ee 


PAROD IE "Y 


x ** to arent this Parody 4 being Paro- 
K 15%. it is indiſpenſably neceſſary not only. to enter 
into 4 Diſcourſe on that Kind of | Writing, but 
even lo examine in ſome Meaſure my,own Undertaking, 


 Firft, then, the Name of Parody is derived from 
the Greek Word Hapudiz, aud implies a Poem, where- 
in the Seriouſnefs and Sublimity of a Work is ridiculed, 
at well as the Work itſelf : It implies alſo a Writ, 
wherein the true Senſe of another Writ is ſlily diverted, 
tuadad, and transformed: If we look back among the 
Antients, we ſhall find that Parodies were not altogether 
anknown to the Greeks and Romans; they were in- 
vented by Hegremont, the intimate Friend of the famed 
Alcibiages Socrates's Diſciple; and the judicious. and 


eloquent 


F * * 


vi APAEZTATOHY Discovrse 


eloquent Orator Cicero points out the End and Rules 7 


of Parody ; which are ſftriftly obſerved in France, 
where the greateſt Geniuſſes think it no Diſhonour to their 
Pen to employ it in that Species of Writing; thus, the 
learned Abbe Menage parody'd a Sonnet of Mal- 
herbe' s; and Boileau, the renowned French Cenſor, 
whole Scenes of Corneille's Tragedy, called Le Cid, 
which leads us to the ſtrongeſt Prof, that the great- 
eſt Bards themſelves, cannot produce a T; ragedy, 
but what may be parody d; none, at this preſent 
Time, appear upon the French Stage, or iſſue from 
the Preſs, without undergoing a Parody; and it would 
be rather accounted a Diſhonour to the Aut bor, if it 
were otherwiſe. To this and this alone, ought we to 
aſcribe the Superiority of that Nation, in deciding 
Points of Literature. A Parody is the Touch-flone of 
| Criticiſm ;, and a Light which ſhews us the Defet#s 
of an Author, and as often points out his Beauties 
and Excellence. Some Anti-Parodiſts object, that a 
Parody makes of Virtue a Parador, and often en- 


deavours to ridicule it; on the contrary, the Bufineſs | 


of a Parodiſt, is ſometimes to bid Virtue hold up ber 
Head, and to maintain ber Rights,” and without being 
taxed of ridiculing it, he may wage War with that 
Virtue, which is in Fat ridiculous; how many Trage 
dies have we not, upon our own Stage, filled with 


Heroes and Heroines, who, by their Conduct, through- 


out the Courſe of the Drama, belie their Expreſſions : 
This is @ want of Juſtneſi in the Authors, not in the 
Actors; 


» 


on *PARODIES, wi 
Aer ; therefor it is onh the Authors, not the 4 
ors, "ue are wanne 


Tam Pry: that Tux co ſhould be the firſt 
Parody in the Engliſh Language, and that we have 
Hitberto remained ſo indifferent, in Points of Criticiſm. 
This, at lengtb, creates a Diſlike of Literature. The 
Republic of Letters, in Britain, which has rivaled 
France, in the Times of Shakeſpear, Addiſon, 
Milton, Pope, Dryden, Newton, Congreve, Steel 
and others, © begins at length, to be neglected, and 
even deſpiſed; no Encouragement is given to Authors, 
and Ignorance already hovers over our ea : bis 
is the chief Reaſon, why 


"ds; T have undertaken the Parody of 
ATHELSTAN; 1 am not ignorant of the many In. 
congruities, I ſhall undoubtedly be found guilty of, 
nevertheleſs I do not heſitate to lay it before the 
Publick. I ſhall only trouble the Reader with a few 
of my own Thoughts upon it, which will, I hope, 


apologize, if not for all, at leaſt for the principal Faults. 


Tunxcoar at his Appearance, is compelled to 

undergo great. Difficulties and Inconveniencies ; 1. A 

| Parody loſes all its Worth, when it falls into the 
Hands of thoſe who are unacquainted with the Subject 
| it criticiſes; and the Tragedy of ATHELSTAN bas 
| been publiſhed ſome Months ago, and is, as it were, 
FJ almoſt 


— 


[ 


——— __ 


wi A FF aro N Dun 


; ofmoſh forgot, by. 6 xoho . Pane, read it. 2. The 


Mind. an antiont Daniſh — ; 8. 18 Perſon, 
2nho is. acquainted. with the , Nature of _ the. Engliſh 
Language, cannot be ignorant, that, blank V erſe, in | 
low or comman Expreſſions, 16 extremely. Hat 5 and 

Proſaic; no Idiom but ours, and the Italian, is ſaſcep· 
ible of this Kind of Poetry, and in this the former is 


ſo. preferable to the latter, that it cannot ftand in 


Competition with it; nay, it is, as it were, impoſſible 
to aſſume a ſublime Stile, or above the common. Way 
of ſpeaking, but in the Engliſh Language, it in- 
Jenfibly runs into Verſe ; on tbe other Side, ordinary, 
and uſual Expreſſions turned into blank Verſe, by due 
ASS make, nothing. but * Proſe ; «whereas 4 Bur- 
leſque and and rhiming ſtile is as agreeable to the Ear, 
5 the moſt brilliant. Phraſes i in blank Verſe. In Hort, 
if. any Writer ſhould hereafter be Phaſed to. parody 
any. Tragedy whatever, I would . adviſe him 10 do 
it in Rhime, as the 4 and ſecureſt Road to 
Sucofs. 128 
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e = thus much, I all take my Leave of 
abe Reader, with a few Refefions on the Tragedy of 
ATHELSTAN.. * 


My 


on PARODIES, e 


My Dedication will, I hope, acquit me, of any 
Enmity or Malice, againſt the Author ;, therefore I 
ſhall ſay nothing on that Side. \ That bene ove Beauties 
in this Play, is obvious to every diſcerning Reader ; that 
I think there are Faults, this Parody will rhe; be 
an Inſtance f; and yet 1 look upon ATHELSTAN as 4 
Piece, whoſe Merit outvies all "Errors, and ſuffi cently 
compenſates for the Breach of Unity of Aion, which 
the Author has thought proper to overlook in ſouriul 
Places. This Point is alſo diſregarded by almaſt all 2 
Dramatic Writers in this Kingdom, and 
Engliſh Audiences let it paſs unnoticed, 3 
HForace's Rule holds good, as well as the Name f Acr, 
which plainly wills, that the Scene be tranſadted in 
one and the ſame Spot, till the ſaid Aer is at an End, 


B Dramatis 


. 
| 3 . V 
' 4 0 | 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 
8 8 550 . | a 


ENGLISH. 
ToRNcoaT, Duke of Mercia. 
Pol 1 1c, his Lieutenant. 
Harvy, an Officer. 

CnvyDa. 8 


Pina, her Fellow Captive. 


8 


Sat. DAN E S. 
SURLY, Captain General. 
BRAGWELL, his Lieutenant. 

' SHACKLEFIGURE, 
GLUTTON. 


SCENE, The Daniſh Camp, near London. 


. 


— 


8 —— 
ce... 4 — — 


SCENE I. The open Camp. 


+ BRAGWELL. 


IV E Hours, to win a Fight? 
: * By Denmark's Gods 
Way My thunder-ſtriking Arm cou'd 
2 have ſubdu'd 
The World's wide Empire fince 
the Morn. 


SCENE HE. 


B RAG WELL, GLUTTON. 


BRAGWELL. 
Well, GLuTToN 
What means this vile Delay? 


B 2 GLUTTON 


e. uA. 


— 
-. 


£ 


4 Grur ron. 
News, taaoveit, News! 


By Heav'n, News, which thou ne'er haſt wes 

before 
From yonder Eminence, ev'n now, I ſaw, 
Proud London's City, ſmoaking, like the Devil— 
Next it began to blaze, and now it burns. 


oy thine Eyes, and view yon Wreaths of Smoak.- 


Wadi” 


Where? I ſee nothing. 


GLUTTON. 


No! then ſure thou'rt blind. 


O BRAOGC WELL, SurLY's Arm hath conquer'd 
Britain, | 


No more ſhall we behold accurſed Denmark. 


Beef and Plumb-Pudding ſhall we have in Plenty, 
England's our own! © ' 


| BRAGWELL, 
No more—.'m ſorry for't. 


GLUTTON. 


So am not I. Heiday! What ails thee, BRacwerL? 
That ev*n now, when this haughty London's Tow'rs 
Are humbled in the Duſt ; that ev'ry Briton, 
Wich clouded Eyes, and punging Grief, laments 
The Loſs of Beet, more than his Country's Fate; 
Thyſelf, a Dane, inſtead of laughing, weepelt ? 


— 


'BRAGWELL. * 


Oh! Plainly, do I ſee, thou knoweſt not 

Th' Inconſtance of my Temper, but this Moment, 

] heax ry curled SUBLY, for not conqu'ring, FOR 
n 


n. * 
3 


— 


TURNCOAT. 


And now I curſe him for having conquer'd. 
Beſides; have I not cauſe to hate the General ? 


GLUTTON. © 


Grant it. But haſt thou Cauſe to tell me ſo ? 
Surely thou art a Fool ; perhaps thou thinkeſt 

I have no Pow'r againſt thy faithleſs Heart; 
Miſtak'n Man ! I've a Tongue, as well as thee; 
Beſides, my Love, my Duty to the Gen'ral, 
Demands, I ſhou'd inform him of the Perils 
That threat'n his Life and Pow'r : Nevertheleſs, 
I will for once forget myſelf, and calmly 
Witneſs thy dark Revenge, and SuzLr's Fall. 
But SHACKLEFIGUR EK comes. 


SCENE III. 


BRAGWELL, GLUTTON, SHACKLE- 
| FIGURE. 


SHACKLEFIGURE, 


Hail, valiant BRACGCWELI, | 
This is a fine Day ! SuzLy ſends thee greeting, 
And bids me tell thee, what thou know'ſt already, 


Br AGWELL. 


Brave SHACKLEFIGURE, (for we all are brave) 
Thou'rt welcome, yet more welcome for thy 
Tidings, 
2 unmeaning, and nonſenſical 
y may appear. But tell us how ye ſped, 
Where fought our Gen'ral SuzLy ? an 


SHACKL E- 


41 TURNCOAT:. 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 


On the Thames — . | 

No! I lie, ——'twas that ill-portending Bird, 

The Rav'n, our Standard, who, from crouded 
SL © {x 

With deadly Rage, and warlike Valour, firſt 

Began to hurl Deſtruction on the Foe. 

SuRLY then, like a Tumbler, leapt to Shore, 


Follow 'd by Thouſands, dext'rous as himſelf, 


Who, ſwift as Thunderbolts, and ſtormy Winds, 

Like ſpreading Peſtilence, at once, o'erthrew 

Britannia's threat'ning Sons; but as thou know'ſt, 

Theſe Britons are unconquer'd, ev'n in Death, 

Ne'er had the City faln a Prey to Denmark, 

If brave ar. the Cream and Flow'r of 
ar, 

Mercia's brave Duke, with more than mortal Fury 

Had not drop'd from the Moon, and kindly come 

To Denmark's Aid 


Ba AOWIIL. 
Indeed, 'twas very kind. 
SGrurrox. 
And ſo it was, proceed. 
SHAKLEFIGURE. 
Well, old Tux Ncoa Tr, 
(His Head adorn'd with—) 
| BaaAdw EIL. 


Never mind his Dreſs. 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 
Manfully putting on a vig'rous Youth, 
As you, or I, might on a Suit of Cloaths, 


And claſping Death, and Fate, at his right Heng. 


＋ URN CO A T. 8 


Left Denmark's Troops, and his own fiery Mercians. 

Behind: Whilſt he, alone, like mighty Odin, 

War's dreadful God, with more chan human 
| by rolls edi N 

Precipitately ruſh” n the Foe, 

And Kore dem, like a Herdof Swine, before Him: 


GLUTTON. 40 56 
Well! that's « Fib, I'm ſure. - vl 


BRAGWELL. | 
Kaow'ſt thou the Cauſe,/ - 
Why this proud Duke abjur'd his King, and 
3 leagud 
With Denmark's Sons, to overwhelm * Country. 


SHACKLEFIGURE, 
And, ow the Devil ſhou'd I know Wes | 
n | bento Woh Gen ge .ů 
Guels, 


That I can 4 for Gueſſiogꝰs | great us,” 
In Tragedies ; know then the Ss But hark! 
What Shouts are yon ?——— Tis SurLy's thund'ring 


Voice, 


He comes, his Troo pf Fore, richly laden 
With London's Plunder. | 


128 
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SCENE IV. 
SURLY, HARDY ix Chains, BRAG- 


WE LL, GLUTTON, SHACKLE- 
FIGU R E, Guards and Priſoners. 


|  BRAGWELL. 
All-hail, valiant SuzLy. 
4: ths be... SURLY 


* —_—_ 5 — 
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TURNCOAT: 


* Suklx. 

Hold! Let me ſpeak firſt, for by Denmarbꝰs 684 

I have not utter d a Word fince the Morn, 

Brave Bx aowzLL, London's won T Was Pity, 
Br AGWELL, 

That on this Day, greater thah other Days, 

Thy ruinous Valour prey'd not in the Field,. 

But Plans, Events, Surpriſe and Cataſtrophe 

Forbad it. Now behold this Train of Captives, 

View that rer Face lune; * Hardy) 

whhoſe Sword oppos'd ö 

To mine ; oft had near run me thro' the Guts. | 

Why do'ſt thou laugh ? PREY DEV 


Hardy, by 


Becauſe I dare to ſcorn the, 
I am an Engliſhman, thence learn to fear me. 


SURLY. 1+ 
By all the Pow'rs of Heav*n,-and Earth, as Hell, 
I Bo thee not. Nay, op'n thy Tongue once more, 
Audacidus Slave, and with this Club-like Fift - 
Ell ruſh thee; and knoc thy Brains out. 


Ee” _ Hazoy,. 
e 
Now, by our Gods, Lam a Foal 
To waſte the Hours, in Parley, with an Ape. 
Lo! Mercia's' Duke advances; how I hate 
him. (aftae.) 
Yes : Curſes numberleſs take this Turxxcoar, 
For giving Britain's Realms to Denmark; yet 
*Tis meet; for Reaſons, to ourſelves beſt known, 
That Knav'ry, and Diſſimulation greet him, 
With Praiſe, and Thanks. | NE 


1 0 - +. SCENE 


TURNCOAT. 
= — 1 — 


SCENE V. . 


TURNCOAT, 'SURLY, HARDY, 
BRAGWELL, SH ACK LEFIGURE, 


GLUTTON. 


1 SLE 


Thrice welcome, brave TurncoaT, 
Thy mighty Arm hath ſham'd its former Doings; 
In ſhort, thou wer't an honeſt Man before, 


Now, thou'rt a Rogue 


TurNCoAT. 
SURLY, I heed thee not, 


Thou'rt a Flatt'rer,——ay ! a great one too, 
And Flatt'ry wounds the Rebel's honeſt Ear; 
King Etcbelrad wrongid me, I know not how, 
Therefore I lick'd him——SvzrLy, , whois that ? 
| (pointing to COP 9 


SURLY.' 


I know not. But let him be who it will, 
He's as fierce as a Bear. 


Tukxeoar. 
Let him come on. © © © 
Who'rt thou? Na 
| 05 Hanny. 5 
A Briton.” Hs 
e 
Who am I? 9 
Hazpy; 
A Scoundrel. 
Torxncoar; 


Generous "Wantior, Plt unbind thy Chains. 40 
c | 


T U RN C 0 A 'T, 
Haxpr. 
"I chuſe to wear em. . 
Dutegar. | 
That's SA range Choice, ſtab me 


SURLY o SHACKLEFIGURY. 


Here, you Sir, lead forth theſe. Fellows to Denmark! 
You Ba AIT, bear that Inſolent away. 


"OF * 


SCENE VL 
TURNCOAT, S URL x. 
- SvrLy, 


Valiant 8 whateꝰ er inventive Paſſion 
Can fancy for Enjoyment, waits thy Will. 

TugNcoar. 
Nothing! reck but lian ; of ns Pee drank | 
1e. WT 4 full. 4 


| Fr Ri 
Has l "then no, m_ 
Enrich'd thy Valquhur.. | 
Tonmcoars 8 26 291% 28 2fol 
Ves: One beauteous Capt 
So uy. : wou'd ro 12 y nn | 
SURLY. © 1 0 316d 


'Tis hard * * ſhe fe} nta thy 2 
Some youthful Warrior; myſelf, for Example - 
Lou nderftend me - - - 5 20 ** 


Torncoar; c 7 047 
Since I cannot have her, a+ H 
No Man ſhall. . 
SURLY. -; 1 72 


\ 


t ive ? og 
Tonncoar. 


Hon did'ſt thou. obtain this 
* 2} 6% 


* 


CURNCOAT. 


Tvancvar.. 


By Chance, the Goddeſs of all Trigedios,./ | 
That ſame Chance, fay'ring all our Paroles, 
This Way leads her. 


SCENE VII. 


TURNCOAT,-SURLY,'CHYDA;' 
PINA, POLITIC. 


Tonncoar. 13 
Curpa, how do you do?——Nay, wipe thoſt 


Tears, 
Elſe ſhall I deem thee an unthankful Wretch. 


CHypa. 


Kind Heaven forbid, that I ſhou'd ceaſe to weep, _ . 
For I have loſt a Huſband, brave Tux NAT, 
And Huſbands, now-a-days, are very ſcarce. 


. TurxncoarT, 


Caypa, be comforted, perhaps he lives. 
Much ſtranger Things avs happen'd. 


CHYDA. 


F late ring H 
O Grant me t ye ns, with all I ned; „ 
I aſk. no more. 

err Sun. 
Now he our Gods of Denmark; | 
Tynxcoar, this is too beautiful. a Girl, 
For an old cringing Fool, like ches to gaze at. 


Tuxxcoar. 
Her weeping Beauty merits my Protettion. 


Sunil. 
What is that to the Purpoſe — my? wilt 


To have this beauteous Captive grace my Bed. 
: C 2 Tanner. 
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* TURWCOAT, 
u Tonga. : 
And cis iu Will. ſhe Mou' d not. 


So AIT. | 
4 1 5 / 
Say you to? r 


ä TuRN cor. . 
* 
* 
"> 


+ 0 


* # 
> 73 


1 do. * 
 Svary. | 
Nay, _ "tis Time/for me, to Ar 1907 


4 i 


T ** —_ 
— 


SS. 
TURNCOAT, CHYDA, PINA, POLITIC. 


 TurncoaAT. : , 
Abomineble Raſcal! Shall the dune, 
The Valiant, the Victorious, the. Conqu'ring 
The Generous, the Great, the Glorious, 
The True, the Faithful, the Magnificent. 


Pol Irie. 
He won't ha done, this Hour, i it's my ' Qpinion, _ 


TuHRCDoan, 11 


In fine, mall Toxncoar——ſhall he baſely _ 
Beneath the Pride of an imperious Dog ? 


Forer. 
1 . it wd be thus, and Heav'n is Wimels | 
I bore the Sword againſt my Country's Kin 
And conſequently 5 a Rebel, only 1 2 WO 


To Ae ae ſhew thee, thou Gidit wrong, 
NETS ' Toxxcoar: 
Silence, you F col the Dye of Fate i is thrown. 1 

Cura. © | : = 


No 'tis my Turn to ſpeak---O brave Tor NCOAT, 
P A pero oman, who prefer” | 


Eo” 1 Death 


* 


| T-U:RN)C:01AJT 227 

Death and my Virtue, to all Fhings beſides 

Thouart a Villaias - aithee murder we. 
Tun xcoa r. 

The Devil fetch me if I do, far from it. 

This pow'rful Arm gainſt Inſult ſhall protect 


thee ;z—— 
Por1Tic, are my Troops camp'd ſeparately ? 
Pol II. SBA 


Aye. 
A 
And is Caypa's Tent, prepar'd by mine? ; 
5 Peoexrrie. 2 7 
I did command it ſo. | 
ö 
Then let us go. 


— I —— 


SCENE IX 
SURLY, BRAGWELL, GLUTTON. 
| 1 
Thou has'nt ſeen her ? | 


I know her, for all that. 
4 an e |, £9008 r 
Oh, ſhe's a ons fine Girl. yet though 
„my Pa L I 
Brooks no Control, I muſt, I will delay, 
Till (which, I'm pretty certain, will ne er be). 
Lean in her Conſent; then haſte thee, BAG WEIL, 


To the Fair's Tent. Tell her, the Gods of - 
ä Q rl ano e 
Thirſt after Blood, and claim the Sacrifice 


1 Of fifty Slaves, as theirs, by Doom of War, ” 
* But 


Pg 


- =» 


4 ; 
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"| TURNCOAT. "Py 
But, that I, who care not à Pin for th Gods, © 


Accept her Smiles, in Ranſom for their Blood. 
| Bzacowzii. 
Some c Briton, beſt wou'd bend her Pride. 


SURLY. 
* T hat won't do. 


Ba AGWELL. 


And yet it muſt do. Elſe 
Farewell our Plan. 


rue ai ba 

Nay, then, *ris well advis'd. 

| Go. Lead ſome Captive Britonto her Tent 
Now, by the Gods of raſp her, in my Arms, 

Tho' Heav'n, Earth, Hell nay tho' myſelf op- 


1 


pos d me. 
_ ; 2 — > —— oe ets — — 
SCENE X. 
BRAG WELL, GLUT TON. 
BRAGWELL. 


Come Rogu' ry, Knav'ry, and Diſſimulation, 
Welcome, my Friends, Once more welcome, I ſay, 
He fears me not Thou know t the Captive 
| Has boy; 
Him will I lend, to bear the Gen ral's Love 
To the Fair's Tept——Go, GLruTTON, fetch him 
| '- hither. — ( Ex. GLuTToN.) 
The Office of a Pimp he hates, I know, | 
And therefore ſhall he ſtrengthen Caypa's Virtue. 
Man- while, the horrid Purpoſe will I eccho *'- 
In \ TonncoAT's Ears, and Youze his flumb'ring ; 
boy neal : 
Too prone, to 2 againſt the forly Sv AI 
moans Do, and Cats, their . Po and 
Ser atches, N ö | 
$45 With 


\ 


Lon Tent conceals a Beauty, whoſe Eyes, like 
Thoſe of a Cat, diffuſe a Light thro' Darkneſs, 


” » \ , a a 
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Thunder, 


| Aud Blood, and n. and band, cloſe the 


| . 


98 * l 41, 111 3 {1% 4.4 
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| SCENE XI. 
BRAGWEL L, HARDY. 


Bracwzi. | 


Hazvy! What here, already! You! ve good 

Thou know'ſt (at leaſt, I know) by Doom of War, 

Twice five and twenty Slaves, no more, nor leſs, 

To 3 Gods muſt — ey oy 
. —— | 

Een to prevent the Sacrifice; in ſhort, 


* 


The Gen' ral loves her; thou'rt to be his 2 
Ara ein this Cnroa to his Bed. 158 


HARD. 
How 2—ůCRHYDpAI 


CY !—— What CayDa n ye Pow of 
Heaven, | 

BracwsLL, if even thou had'ſt any Ears, 

And haſt ſtill any; prithee hear me now; 


That Cavva is my Wife, and I'm her Huband, 


— 1 | BRAGWELL. 


FOI — 

The Devil fetch me, if I doe 

My Wife devoted to the Ruffian's Luſt, 
_ » » BrRAGWELL. | 

W how odd and awkward, wilt EY look, 


When by ES an procitimed—4 
Cut , eb. 


IT: | Hun. 


—— — * — — — 


112 


& 
„ N 


8 TURNCOAT. oo 
With fierce conflicting. Wrath, ſhall met in 


R TURNCOAT. 
F.5 Wem 1 Harby: | | 90 dis 
Avaunt, ye * dread Horns, a proach me not; 


Nor taint my ſpotleſs Brow, with horrid Branches, 
Oh gen'rous BracweLL . IAN _ his 
. eee 

Te o a vile Ruffian's Luſt A Cuctold- mater 3 
It ſhall not be; I'll ſooner daſh her Beauties 
To Pieces, and make her a Shame to be ſeen; 
By Heav'n, I'd rather have a monſtruous Wife, 


Than that myſelf ſhou'd be a anſter BR AN 
e | Er 97 ; 
cn) TO EIT me a 
Tv attending Guard ſhall "NM thee. 
T 4 , . " — 5 Sf — 
mount ali e + ON YH. 
8 CE NE XII. SE 093 
_ 2 4, . 1 


My Heart belle“ oh Fs hy poor Pulle Sees 56 
tick-tacia- L. 


Tis ſomethin N the 
| 1 N 2 K 47 Harne 

Come, . comſort me. efl on . 8 
27 i VIE it Fru. 953 1 nnn 

Come „ ad bal 
Take Con f 3 Wyn Ul rn 4 1 

HY DPA. 
And, is that all the'Comfort, chou oan'ſt give ne we? 


— — 


ö 'L 
Bui 8. C. E, N E. Xin. 7 1 VIV 
CHYDA, PIN A, GLUTTON. 


N | GLUTTAN. FO v 2 -¹ 
en Enbaſſader from Ty 40 4 


nn he may be left with you, alone, 


* 


Therefore 


TURN.COAT. WEE * 


| Therefore, good Ma'am, you and I muſt be 
| gone. (0 PINA.) 


g 
1 


— 9 — 


8 c E N E XIV. 
| CHYDA, HARDY. 
= ; CnvpA. 


1 muſt confeſs, I'm in a retty Pickle, 
What ſhall Ido now ? Had I but my Huſband. 


Hazy. 


Here am 3s 
Cui. f 

Are you indeed . tis he 

I'm glad to ſer you, Haxpy—— How d'ye do? 


 Harvy. | 
Pretty well, thank- you, Love, | how do you do? 


„ Crna. 
Heighho Ales, my Lord, I've been fo 
| frighted ?— 
1 „ ee ever meet 

| In Sack 6 Des a this; it's very odd 
Ah * R * very odd 


HAx pr. 
What ot ye : laugh at t N 
 Cuypa. 
Who can hold laughing at this Hurly-Burly. 


. | Haszvpy. 

is ev'n 0: England's fall'n—and I can't help it, 
| Cura. 
3 letz d and curs'd at once this fatal Day ;—— 
wa Hakor, ſay, * led thes to theſe Tears ? 


Hand. 


46 ruRN COA. 


| pl Harv: 3 0 
Chance. ) OPS 
 Cuypa. 
Bleſs'd, , bleſo'd Chance — SURLY, tho' I fear 
thee, 
Yet I defy thee ! y F or thou art a Coward. 
HARD TJ. 4 


Soul of my Soul, I heart'ly wiſh thee dead; 
Pardon, good Cyypa, my Sincerity, 
Forgive me, if I happ'n to take a Fancy 
To knock thee down, and with this rattl'ing Chain 
Daſh out thy Brains indeed I am determin'd 
At any Rate, never to be cornute. 


CiypaA. 
Be eaſy as tothat, for great TurncoarT, 
Who ſav'd me from the Perils of this Day. 7 
* bravely ſworn Protection. 


- Ha ARDY. Aa 4 17 ** . 
* the Fellow't 
Unleſs, he conſents ro} rejoin our Arms, 
© Ari&reſcue ches: And Englayd;**'\—-* Oi — 


NBR 14 [ | 
2 TY » Iv? 361:3 7 Rl, 9 "BI | Du 9. 1 ; vv 1 
That 


Behold, 1 comes exdetiy ben 1 we warſt him. ol 


) 


LL 1 

SCENE D ad 
Enn HARDY, TURNCOAT 
2-11: PIO Is ITC] ici! z of) 


.TURNCOAT. 
I know not what it is char ails me now -, 
That curſed Dane has made me quite uneaſy. 
| Holla-ho : Blood and Faun N C 
you here? 41 s 
n? ( 
Eh! 3 1. 2 


| 
| 
| 


TURNCOAT., 7 
V2 - . FS 7 ' SE 1 82 
: CRYDA. =” 
FI! introduce ye both. 13 
Tu N cor, this is my Huſband Has 


 Haxvy, this is TURN OA, who. ſay'd me from 


- 


ns Diſhonour— * 
fear | 
z vor -d lie) TuRNCOAT.. „ 
Uncivil Fellow; look, he ele me not. | 
; Hardy. 
| Thou ſav'dſt her from War' 8 Rage, fo I'm thy ; 
Friend! ö 


OF 000 2 aght againſt chy King, ; ſo Fm thy 
d | Toanoder. 
Adieu. Ceoing.) 
CHVYDA. 


5 Oh! Leave us not thus to Deſtruction, 
8 Stay, gen'rous Duke. 


— TvRNcoaT. 
I am inexorable ; 
| PII hear no more, 

N  Haxvy. 

2 I'll force thee to Gy me, 

a, ' | Ev'n tho' thy Hand were arm'd with a good Rod 
. 1 To whip me with TVR N cor, thou art, I know 
net Of all the Rebels, the moſt Virtuous, therefore 
Am I thy Friend. Ill make a Briton of thee. 


1 
L TuRNCoarT. * 


That's eaſy to be done. I'm that already. 


. Haxrpy. 
Then act a Briton's Part. 
| TuRNncoarT. 


+ I wou'd, bu. 109 | 
TY X D 2 | HRD. 


'HY 


238 run 


# 


NCoa th 


Hazy. 
What ? 
 Tonxncoar. - 
Move me, if you can then perhaps may. 
HARDY. 


Move thee! Aye, every Soul here ſhall be 3 3 
Come Cnvpa, Pot Tic, myſelf, all kneel, 
And {peak by Turns. 


Cayva. 25 
Can I hope to be heard ?— 1 
Porree. 
We plead for Life and Freedom 
HARDY. 
How I groan ! 
Curpa. : 
Por1TIC. 
Thy Help, we humbly crave—— 
TuRNCoOAT. 


Upon my Soul, this is a diſmal Scene 

Riſe, 11 — 

| Pat 

Bravo (172-354 
= Tugncoart. 

Yet to ſue for Pardon ! - - - 


Meaaly to ſtoop f | 
Pol irie. p 


Pok ! Prithee, don't relapſe. 
TUuRNCOAT. 
Come, kiſs me, CyyDs, Hardy, Por ric. 
.PoLITIC. 
I knew 'twou'd come to this therefore I ſent 
A Spy to watch the King: The lame reports = 


hat 


TURNCO AT. 
That before Morning dawns, he'll "Mi the Camp ; ; 
Lead thou thy Mercia 
TukncoaT. * 
Let us quit the Camp. 
HARD. EINE 5 
Thou'rt mad, think; I am a Pris'ner here; 
So then take Ciypa with thee, and be gone. 
CHVYDA. 


Shall I not ſee my HARD, ere I go; 
Severe Decree! 


TvurNxcoaT. 
Why don't you ſee him now ? —— 
What wou'd the Woman have! 
Yes, but mean r 
Tusxcoar. 
You know not what you mean. 


— Poli ric. 
She will be chattꝰ ring. 
Tuzncoar. 
Go, CavyDa, beheſt, wait us in thy Tent ; 
go to ſeek the Dane —— Thee, PoLrTic, 


And to my Mercians, bid em whet their Swords, 
grind their Knives, to butcher all the Danes 


| 


— 
At. AM * 1 


SCENE XVI. | 
SURLY, SHACKLEFIGURE. 
SURLY. 


Her Huſband, ſaid'ſt thou; I'm a little hard of 
Hearing. 


* * 


 SHACKLEFIGURE, 


4 +4 
- 
- 
9g” 


TU. Rz NC. OA T. 
2 97; 1 SHACKLA&FIGURE: 
So hey fay. —_— 


, SURKYs; 
I am amaz'd; 


Yet how is't known ? Weng they not t left alone? 
| SHACKLEFIOURE,. 


And ſo \ they were, my Lord, but What of that ? 
Secrets like thoſe are eaſily gueſs d at. 
SURLY. 


I gueſs too, that he has ptay*d falſe with BRAGWELL ; ; 
So is the Guard ready to ſeize him? 


| | SHACKLEFIGURE, TR 
SURLY. 
He comes. | 
SHACKLEFIGURE, 


"Tis he——No, *tis n't he——Yes, *tis he 

I know him, when I ſee him. «47 uo 
 SURLY, 

SHACKLEFIGURE |! WP 

Hide thee ſomewhere, and hear 5 me A Ki, 1 call. 


= 
* * 
* , 
_ 
R 


SCENE XVIL 
SURLY, HARDY. 


Sur. 
Ha! Hazy, well, how goes t? 


a HARx pv. 
Damnation enn 
What art thou doing here? 


TURNGEOANT 37 


8 
came to guard + 1 1 
Fair CHYDA from the Me burs. 3 


4 rene 3 
Sir, you lye! © beans ann, 
; | 3. 

Raſh Youth ; I love thee for thy Impudence—— 
CuYDA thy W ife and Honeſty requires thee. 


To yield her Beauties to the Victor" s Luſt. 
> Hatvy. - - 
Come Pride, take held of me; oh! Wou'd I were 
A Scorpion, that I might ſting thee to Death—— 
By Heav'n, had I my Sword, I'd run thee pee 3 
Ev'n tho? ſurrounding Armies. ſhicker'd thee. 
SuRLyY. NL Co 
Eternal Curſes blaſt thy lying Tongue, 
Thou mean, vile -Clodcof Earth! Hoa, 


SHACKLEFIGURE,,,, .. } 
Drag him hence; throw him in ſomedirty Dungeon 


44 n een 


And * Rm i gheSroeng, till he def. t ſtir. 


SCENE. Xn 
SURLY, HARDY, CHYDA; PINA 


1 


2571 20 lla 4 + TIC 5 Yot at 4 
Curb. 95 | 
Now, I believe, *tis Time I ſhou'd come on. 
Oh, SurLy, eee rr Miley en 
"9 6 a wes; 31 
Sante, * 


Prithee be quiet, 
What would'ſt thou? —— Guards, n carry 


him away. 


1 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 
Are you in Earneſt? 


4 
SURLY,. 


2 


32 TURNCOAT. 
Svary. | 
Aye. 
Oh! Harvy. 


, * 
* . 
— lf. tte ttt * wy tl * — — a th. Bt 4 8 
* ' o 
* 


SCENE XIX. 
SURLY, CHYDA, PINA. 
Cnvypa. 
Sta - -- Gone!- - - He's loſt, he's loſt, he's loſt 
77 -- Gor of, TR 


"LY 
NO. If chou wilt but ſave him. 
CHyDa. 
Name the Til — 
To ſave my HARD Til do any Thing, 


Pine, toil, — Gypiey 
To fave my Lord. 5 i 


SURLY. 
I crave not half fo much | 
Tura thou a Strumpet, and he thall be free. 


 Cayp As 


Peace, rakiſh Dog, | Peace; for my Ears too chaſte 
To liſten to thy bawdy Utt'rances. 


SURLY. 


. Elſe ſhall I ſweep thy Hany Where? 1 hw 
not. 


CHVYPDA. 
Pſhaw, pow don' t ſay ſo? # 


SURLY. 


T-U,RN;COAT. 33 
| SURLY. | 
By our Gods, I do. 7 211 T 
Whilſt thou ſhalt be the common W——e th 

3 5 

; Curb A. 

Oh! lift, lift, lift —— For Heaven's Sake, oh! 
liſt ; - | FS 5279 

Thou know'ſt no Pity, therefore pity me: 

Jam, I know not who: Poor friendleſs Thing! 

Unknown to. all; I don't ev'n know myſelf; 

I was ++: dy Heav'n knows how, on Exgland's 

| Coalt ; | | 

Perhaps an Infant Dane. 


SURLY. 
An Infant Dane! 
CHYDA. | p : 
And if thou car'ſt a Farthing for ** Country, 
Prithee don't be ſo rude——Speak, Pixa, ſpeak, 
And tell him how I was wreck'd, and all that 
WALL. | 
Speak the Truth, Woman, or I'll break thy Bones: 
PIN a. 8 


There liv'd once (and he does not live there now, 
Becauſe he's dead) near to the Coaſt of Weſſex, 
My Father; and, one Day, as you muſt know, 
He-ſpy'd a Daniſh Ship, driv'n on the Rocks, 
Which, by the bye, was after ſwallow'd up, 
With all the Crew, except this hapleſs Babe : 

We carry'd her Home, took great Care of her, 
And there ſhe is She grew exceſſive handſome, 
And was fam'd in the Eaſt, Weſt, Nerth and South, 
Hanp heard of her, came, and marry'd her 
So there's an End o'th* Story. /- 2.0 tg 
Rr E Cy. 


"RE 2 1 


S*. i: a 
"_— W 


wv 


34 FN 
: Cavypa; 
This ſame Chain, 


Pve kept for ſome good ia | 
(Taking a Chain from her Neck. 


Pina. 
The very ſame ſhe had on when we found her; 
Wrought in ſuch awkward Letters, it wou'd puzzle 
The Parſon of our Pariſh, to find out 
The Meaning of em. 


14 ' SURLY, taking the Chain. 
They are Runic Figures 
I know a Conjuror, he can explain em. 


CavyDa. 
Give me e the Chain again! 


SURLY. 
Not for the World. 
Flt keep it; if you pleaſe : This Chain's the Lamp 
Which ſhall to-night, light SURLY to thy Bed. 
(Exit) 
CY DA. 
Undone! - — Hafte, PiNa, haſte, 20; tell my 
HARD, | | IM YE: 
To fly to ſave me——Pſhaw! I'm mad, I think, 
How can he come? Ten to one, he's in 
Fe. | 


SCENE XI. 
_TURNCOAT, CHYDA, PINA. 


TuRNCoaT. 


I I'm not deaf, methinks I hear a Noiſe ! 


CuVY DA What Racket are you making here? 
1 Cn vo. 


i; 04 
TY = 


WE. 


e = 9 8 12 N 4 3 i . 
N * EW 0 of * hy . < ” 4 * F 
TURNCOAT.. 
27 # = 
ern. 


Ales 6 Eo⸗ n now, that ugly Creature Sunix 
Hath dragg'd my harmleſs Lord to Impriſonment; 
At his Return; he ſwears, he'll raviſh me. 


| TuRNCoaT. 
The Devil he ſhall——Come along with me: 
Let's quit the Camp; wy Mercians are all ready; 
Pll 8 them. 9 


— 


SCENE XX. 


TURNCO AT. SHACKLEFIGURE, 
CH YDA, PINA. 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 

Hold! hold; I'm here at Hand!. 
Turncoar, that Captive Fair's by Birth a Dane; 
Thence Sul x's. 

Turncoar. 
Poh ! Poh! That s a feign'd Pretence. 
Eh! Cavpa, isn't it? 

Cavpa. 

*Pon my Soul, it isn't. 

TurncoarT. 


Then tell me, SHackLEFicurs, for T l know, 
Wherefore---why---how ſhe came to be a Dane. 


SHACKLEFIGURE, Producing the Chain. 
Theſe unintelligible Charatters---- 


Tua xcoar, taking the Chain. 
what's here ! -- This Chain myſelf once 


* 
"Ole 
Ab: 424 E 2 From 


5 TURN CAF 
From an audacious Da gave it Polly. 
She had it on, when furious PLuMe-EM-ALL 


Snatch'd and convey d my Child I know not 
whhither. | 


PINA. 

Aye; and ſhe had it on too, when my Father 

And I, by Luck prevented her being drown'd. 
8 Tux xcOAT to CHyDa. 8 

Kiſs me, my Child. 


CHYDA. 
It cannot be. 
| TurNcoarT. 
Why ſo? 
CRVYDA. N 
Such Things are too mirac'lous to be true. 
Tuxxcor. 


Thou art my Child, I ſay- When firſt I ſaw thee, 
J thought thee mine; but in Regard to Children 
We cannot be too ſure---and leaſt--- 


: Cnvpa (embracing him.) 
Dear Papa! 
Pina. 


There's a ſurpriſing Stroke; who cqu'd have 
gueſs'd it? ä 
TurNneoaT. 
Run, SHACKLEFIGURE, run to SURLY, tell him 
That Nature cancels his, and ev'ry Claim 
That I've found PoLL---my Daughter- - Run 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 


I'm gone. 


A Minute and three Seconds brings me back. 


\ 


SCENE 


TURINNETOAT 77 
1 _ I; | 


T'URNCOAT; cHyDa, PINA. 


 Torxcoar. 


And do ] ſee thee here, my little PoLL | — 
Avaſt, avaſt; I muſt not be ſo joyful , 

Alas! I from : the Hand of Grief's on me. 
I have a moſt intolerable Pain 


| CnyDa. 
What i is it? Can I cure it? 


TuRNCoaT. 
No—=—-By Heaven, 
Wert thou the beſt Apothecary, 


Phyſician, Quack, or Empirick, in, England, 
Thy Remedies were vain : I've ruin'd my Country. 


 Cavypa. 
Plhaw ! Is that all? Be eaſy, never mind it. 


TuRNCOAT. 


Oh! I'm a Villain, a ſad Dog, by Heaven! 
Seeſt thou yon Moon; it darkens on a ſudden—— 
Look at yon Owl---Hark ! I- hear him---how it 
ſhrieks 
Mind how that Raven croaks - - - Stay, let us foo 
Are not we thirteen here? All this portends 


Some dire Miſhap - Bloodſhed --- Blood Caypa, 
Blood. 


SCENE 


7 * * . * * * | ” i | 
3, 1 15 % * , * 
38 TURWOO AT. 


SCENE XXII. 
TURNCOAT, SHACKLEFIGURE, 


CHYDA, PINA, GLUTTON, and | 


Guards. 


SHACKLEFIGURE, 
SurLy ſays, he don't care a F t for Py 
Aid will have CHyDa, in Spite of thy Teeth—— 
So GLUTTON, carry her off. 
(the Guards uy her off.) 


TuRNCoarT. 


Thieves ! Robb'ry ! Treach'ry ! Knav 11 and 
Damnation! 


PI after - - - 
SHACKLEFIGURE, 
Not ſo faſt (flops bim.) 
[TurNcoAT nt to draw. 
Diſarm the Fcllow ! 
(The remaining Grand diſarm him.) 
TuRNcoarT. 
Villains! 
SfHAcKkLETIGURI. 


In Pity ſnew him to ſome Madhouſe. 
(Exit with Grur ron.) 
Tux Nv cor. 
*Sblood, where's my Daughter? 


PIN A. 


There's no Body here; 
Follow her now. 


Tukx cor. 
00 my Soul, I won't! 


Revenge Revenge! Come Pina, come . 


Shou'd he be deaf, 


TURNCOAT. 35 


T'Il to this Dane, and with my Trump-like Voice, 


Dreadful, I'll — him out of his Senſes; 

| he b and can't or will not hear me, 
By Heav'n, Ill play the Devil thro* the Camp! 
PII light the Fire of Vengeance, here and there, 
And make a buſtling Racket ev'ry where: 
Like Bulls I'Il bellow, like a Lion roar ; 
Bark like a Dog, in Madneſs and Uproar; 
Rend, tear, rout, maim, wound, rack, cut, 

ſhout and brawl ; 

Then murder ev'ry Dane, myſelf, and all. 


SCENE XXIII. 92 
SHACKLEFIGURE, GLUTTON. 


GLUTTON. 


I've barricado'd her A thouſand Danes 


Are plac'd, to guard a poor defenceleſs Woman. 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 
Did not TusNcoarT attempt to kill *em all? 


| __ GLvuTToON. 

He did. I never ſaw a Man ſo wrathful 
In all my Days. Thrice he eſſay'd to pierce 
The Ranks, and thrice he was repuls'd unhurt : 
I think him, for my Part, invulnerable 
At length he pray'd her Maid might ſhare her 

- Griets | 
They granted it. But now he comes his Right 
To plead with SurLy. | 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 


Like two roaring Seas 
They'll roar at one another, *cill they burſt. 


GLUTTON. 


TURNCOAT. 


40 
| GuvurTToON. 
In Truth, I think it prudent to withdraw, 
SHACKLEFIGURE, 


But that here I'm to Hay, I'd do as much. | 


1 
—— 


Oo 


SCENE XXIV. 
TURNCOAT, SHACKLEFIGURE. 


TuRNCoaT. 


Vit Maſtiff, where's thy Gen'ral ? 


SHACKLEFIGURE. 
Prithee, F riend, - : 
No Names--Damnation take thy ſtinkingBreath — 
What do ſt thou want with him? 


| TurncoaT. 
T ell him Pm come. 
- SHACKLEFIGURE. 
He's 'buly. 3 
TukN cor. 


Sirrah ! fetch him here this Minute, 

Or by yon Heaven, as I hope to live, | 

My Rage ſhall make a Diſhelout of his Tent. 

Then will I make ſuch Noiſe——The Dead ſhall 
hear me, | 

The Conſtellations be eclips'd, and = = - - 


SCENE 


"© 


TURNCOAT. 1 


#4 
KS « 


8 O E N E XXV. 
TURNCO AT, $SURLY. 


- SURLY., 
Holla ! 
Hoa! your damn'd Clamour i interrupts our Council. 
What is the Matter? 


TURNCOAT: | 
Why, audacious Dane, 
Do'ſt thou infringe the Laws of War? - - ſay - = 
ſpeak - - - 
Where is 0 Captive? 
SURLY, 
Who am 1? 2 Proud Slave, 
*Twas I, and I alone, that conquer'd England ; 
Thou'rt nothing in Compariſon to me 
Ye won great Things indeed Of what ye won, 
Ve won a Fig for you; the reſt for me. 


Tux x cor. 
What a curs'd Lye that is Isn't every one 
Maſter of what belongs to him? Look yonder, 
The vileſt Soldier enjoys what he won. 


SURLY. 
Such is my Pleaſure---What is that to thee ? —— 
TuRNCoarT. 


Sure there ne'er was ſo impudent a Fellow—— 
I'm not oy Slave, am I? 


SURLY. 
Lookee ; I'll tell thee, 


In very few Words, that thou art my Slave, 
And I a very Fool, to parley with thee ! 


Ireach'ry, Diſimulation, Violence, Hatred, 
Theſe are our Laws; ſo do not teaze me more 


TuRNCcoaT. 
How my Heart ſwells! 
crave, 


Your Help I do not 
F Ye 


= 


„ TURN CO Ar. 
Ye Powers l 1 am a Knave, ds well as he 
Yet hear me Sun v, hear a Parent's Pray'r 


SURLY. 


Pohl SnackLETICURE told me, thou'rt her Fa- 
ther; 8 

But I wou'd not believe it; and much leſs 

Shall I believe it, when thou ſayeſt it. 

Tunxxcoar. 
A thouſand Things, well known, proclaim her 
mine — 

SuRLy, perhaps, that on ſome future Hour, 

(Who — what may hereafter happen) ſome 
Chil 

Thy Comfort, may be hurl'd away from m_ 

We ought to Jook into Futurity, 

*Ere we begin to ſet about Mischief. 


SURLY. | 
Womaniſh Soul ! Think'ft thou 1 can be 
daunted 
With thy Old Mother Tales — Hence, Dotard, 
hence 
Thou wert made for the Spindle hence, avaunt— 
| TuRNCoaT. 
Horror and Hell, Damnation, and the Devil, 
I'm chok'd; ſtep down, ye Heav'ns! Ye Thun- 
** roari! 
Flaſh, Lightning ! 
drop down, 
Ye Thunderbolts ; all come, and take my Part— 
Curſed be thou, and curſed be all Mankind, | 
Nay, curſed be myſelf 


SuRLY.. 


Rain, ye Clouds. 


Reine” vile Rebel. 


| Turncoar. 
I with I had my Sword to run him through—— 


I'm burn'd to Death; the Fires of Earth and yl 
f | re 


. 4 


2 $ 
* * 
Fi , 
- 


—_ 


Are kindled in this Heart—Wou'd I were mad 
That I might lift a Mountain on my Back,” 
And cruſh the Man to Death —- © 
SURLY. 


Go, thee hence | * 
By Hell, thou'rt mad, and I'm mad myſelf, 
To liſten to thy Nonſenſe Hence, Lunatic! --- 


Tonxx cor. 

Yes, I will go We can't ſtay here for ever; 
Thinkſt thou I can do nothing; thou'rr miſtaken 
By Heaven, I'll come in ſuch a frightiul Shape 
I ſhould not tell thee what I am about; 
But I cate not. Think not I'm Gaſconadinę 
All this Time Faith, PII come more terrifying 
Than thou can'ſt think. Thou ſhalt ſoon ſee. 

Adieu. (Erit.) 


1 


| SURLY, 
Who waits there? | 


— 


SCENE XVI. 
SURLY, GLUTTON, 
SURLY. 
Holla! GLvTTox, watch yon Fellow; 
Take Care he don't eſcape out of the Camp. 
— — __ GLuTTON. 
Shall I diſpatch him ? 
e SURLY-. 


No, No. That won't do; 
For this muſt have an End —— 


_ _-__gCENE XXVn. 
SURLY, BRAGWELL. 


SURLY. 


O welcome, BRA WELL; 
mY F 2 Thou 


24, TURNCOAT. 


Thou com'ſt always exactly when I need thee; 
Well, Hazvpy - - - 


BRAGWzII. 


Even now, I met him yonder; 

Thy horrid Purpoſe I imparted him; 

To my Surpriſe, he met it like a Man - - - 2 
Anſwer'd it like a Woman —— To be ſhort, 

He ſaid he'd go and win her to thy Bed; 

But that ſuch Things as thoſe, ought to be done 
In private : (he's a very modeſt Youth) 

I ſhall bluſh, ſaid he, it your Guards ſurround me. 
I promis'd then they ſhould be left alone ; 

So that, good Sir, the Buſineſs is done. 


nn Sumy. 
Bid SHACKLEFIGURE lead him to his Wife 
Yet ſhould he mean to wile her from our Camp! 


BRAGWELL. 
And how the Devil wou'd you have 'em get out ? 


SURLY. = 
True. So ſhe's mine——By Heav'n, I am ſo glad, 
I believe I ſhall jump out of my Skin: 
Before Midnight Ill go to Bed to her. (Exit.) 


__. BRAGWELL. 
Eternal Night o'erwhelm me, if you do —— 
Is he a greater Fool than I a Villain? 
»Tis hard to tell ! —— But he's a Fool, indeed, 
To think that HARDY wou'd cer ſtoop to Pimping 
And Cuckoldom---He holds a diff rent Purpoſe--- 
And yet two Chances are better than one. | 
I'll to TuRncoaT: Yes, he ſhall do the Deed ; 
T he fitteſt Man in Knav'ry to ſucceed. 


SCENE 


rb uy © 


SCENE XXVIE. 
GLUTTON, TURNCOAT after him, 
TorNcoarT. 

Stay, GLuTToON, ſtay---What Hurry you are in ..- 


| (GLUTTON, 
Silence your bawling Tongue. 


TuRncoarT. 


Releaſe my Child, | 
And I am gone— 1 My Dukedom's Wealth | is 
thine. 
- GLUTTON. 
Thy Dukedom, ah! ah! ah! that's very odd. 
By Heav'n, thou art a ſtrange Sort of 'a Fellow; 
Where is thy Dukedom ? —— Thou'rt ow as 
an Herring; 


Peace then, and thank our Generoſity, 
To leave thee Life—and Air to breathe and feed 


_ thee, (i.) 
TurNcoarT. 
Fil ſooner ſtarve to Death——Here will I lie 
| {Throws himſelf on the Ground. 


Tormented by foul Anguiſh and Deſpair—— 
Appear, ye. Ghoſts of murder'd Exgliſomen; 
Appear in bloody Shirts, and horrid Shapes, 
With, hideous Yell, and nettle me to Deatn. 
Powder'd with Flour, and nig N . 


And abr ght me, *till my Sales; if I've any, : 
Scart from my Brain, that I may run ſtark mad---- 


| Methinks I cou'd'make a good Conjuror. 


SCENE 


7 5 


6 r. u RNC O04 r. 
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8 CEN E XXIX. 
LURNCOAT, BRAG WELL. 


BRAGWELL. 


I hear, him What's here Axt thou not 
TuRNcOAT ? | 


TorNncoart, 


My Name once was. TuxncoaT, but now *tis 
chang d; | 
What's thine? = 


» BRAGWELIL,. 


Know'ſt thou me not ? My Name is BzacweLt. 
Tunxncoar. 
12 Thunderbolts be hurl'd on me, 
| knew thee : Indeed I am ſhort ſighted. 
"BrRACGWELL. ei 
What's the Matter with thee? 


Tovancoar: | 
Las, my Child My Daughter 

BR AGWELL. 
Hapleſs Tux xcoar; thou know'ſt not half thy 

Briefs. 5 

, TuxncoaTt. _ 
Eh! What ſay't thou? By. Heav'n, I'm a Prophet ; 
Thy. Meaning all I know, and yet Ill aſk thee. 


Bal if thy Tale kind Pity dreads to tell, 
Thou now's no Pity, CR tell ir me. 


BRAGWELL. 


Ere daun. Sonrr will to Bed with Cevys. 


TurncoAT. 


TURNCOAT #4 
_  Turncoar. - 
May Palſy, Plagues, ' Diſeaſe, Conſumption, 
F amine, HER 
Fever and Peſtilence conſume the Rogue 
And may the ſelf-ſame Curſes blaſt chee too, 
For telling me of this Oh! For a Dagger. 
BXAO.ã Il. 

Fear not: 1 always carry one about me. 


Tux x cor. 


"Tis good Proviſion gainſt Neceſſity, 
Oh! Give it me; I'll ſtraight to murder him, 


BRAC WELL. : 
Mind me; I rule the Warch that guards thy 
Daughter. 
TuRNCOAT. 
It cannot be. n | 
. BaacGweiL. 
Iti is, 1 tell thee ; Chance 


gical Events: 

I ſhall blind-fold the Files, and givethee Entrance ; 
et, to be ſafer ſtil], I will diſguiſe thee, 
Like Suni cen when he —— & Cætera. 


_ _ FTurncoaAT. 
Ay, Ay, ll Poniard him Come . 
ane, 
My brave Partner in Villainy, come on 
Like Bucks, we'll breed a Riot thro' - 3 Camp, 
And make ſuch thund' ring Noiſe - — 5 Let us be 
gone 

Now SuRLy, now thy Life ſtands a bad Chance; 
Not worth a Pin's End; for this + is a Knel 
Which ſummons thee to Heaven or to Hell. 

"EU ENE 


Has ever favour” d tra 
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4% TURNCOAT. 


S EN E XXX. 
HARDY, SHACKLEFIGURE, 


© SHACKLEFIGURE: 
This i is the Way Lon Path leads to her Tent. 
The Guard 5288 left the Entrance free 
Call forth hs CHypa to this ample Round; 


The Guard's i too diſtant to hear your Converſe 
Beſides, the Scene muſt be tranſacted here. 


HAAR Dp YT. 


Pl call her hicher, 
FA * SHACKLEFIGURE: | SOLE 
TRave ye beben ITN (Exit.) 
HARD. "4 
| come forth. 


SCENE XXXI. 
HARDY, CHT DA, PINA. 


CRYDA. 
Who calls 1s. it you, HARDY? 


8 Hazvy.. 

Thou Sum of all my Wiſhes, let me kiſs thee . 
SURLY hath Tent me on a pimping Taſk ; 
My Life's at Stake; but I prefer to die, 
Rather than purchaſe it b Cuckoldom 
And yet, my Dear, the fatal Hour's at Hand; 
The luſtful Dane prepares him for thy Tent. 


„ura 
fe e Minilers of Grace defend us ! 


HARDY? 


HARD. 


TURNCOAT: 49 
Hazoy. "WO 


Not I, indeed, the Guard expects me beck 1 
CuyDa, there's but one Way, and this is it; 


Take TY this Dagger, and aſſaſſinate him. 
CHYDA. 
What, turn a bloody Murd'rer, fye upon't! 
| Hardy. 
There's no Harm in't; a minute'll do the Buſineſs, 


CHYDA. 


Alas, my HARD, Fm a very Novice 
In the aſſaſſinating Way, indeed 
I cannot bear to ſee a Chicken's Death; 
How ſhou'd I then aſſaſſinate a Man. 


HARDY. 
Poh !] Don't be ſo ee e - » - SURLY comes, 
2 CnyDa. f 
O ſave me 
Haxpv. 
I am call'd, and muſt be gone. 
CauyDa, 
Where is * Dagger ? 
Hardy. 
In my Hand Here take it. 
(She takes the hund) 


Strike bravely, and a deep as poſſible ; 
Retire, he'll Tek thee in the inner Tent. (Ex.) 
CHYDA. 


| Peri my Lord Now let the Ruffian come. 
Confuſion to mine Eyes; I think I fee him. 


_ EG SCENE 
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w TURNCOAT. 


SCENE XXXII. 
=: CHYDA, TURNCOAT, BRAG- 
5 WELL. PINA. 


BRAGWELL. 
This Way. 3 
TurncoarT. 
Eternal Dumbneſs catch thy Tongue ! 0 
Don't ſpeak ſo loud, the Guard will overhear us. 


BAAOWEIL. 
How ſhou'd they; we talk Enxgliſb. 
Tuxxcoar. 
So can they. 07 
SUR Lx, I come depart. I thank thee BRAC WEIL. 
(Exit BRAGWELL, and TURNCOAT enters the Wall.) 


CnyDa. 
O Pina, let us hence. 


—— —— 


— — -—- - — 
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Pina: 
Where will you go? 
* CnvpA. 
I know not. Ws. 
* PIA. 
HFaſte thee after him; make Haſte; | 
And if he ſhou'd attempt to *ſcape this Way, 
Depend upon it, PII tear his Eyes out. 
29. 2:4 9-46! (Chyvp enters the Wall.) 
0 . I hope to Heav'n ſhe' Il make an End of him 


Turncoar, within, 


Holla! What Petticoat ie that ? 


. r 
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TURNCOAT. 


___ Cavvya. 3 

"Tis mine. 

TurNcoar. 
CuvpA! 97 

CRY DA. 

My Father ! Rs | 

TurNcoar, 
Is it you? | 

| CHyDA, 

Ev'n ſo 


TurncoarT, leading CnvpA forward. 
J was about to do a pretty Job, 
| CHYDA. 
And ſo was I. 
DY | TunrncoaT. - 
Indeed, my charming Polly, 
But for thy Gown, I'd made a groſs Miſtake. 


——_— _ . 
— » 


SCENE XXXIII. 
TURN CO AT, CHY DA, PIN A. 
POLITIC. 


TurncoarT. 
Well, PoriTic, what News? 


Pol ric. 
Mirac'lous News! ; 
What the Duce are you fiddling-faddling here ? 


The King has ſtorm'd the Camp; Death and 
Deſtruction 


Rear in the Field; the Daniſb Soldiers fly like Duſt 5 


Brave HARD has done SurLY's Buſineſs; 
N ö Our 


— > 


ants +5 att | 


o — _ _ 
= 3% 


* 
. 
. 
— $7 
2 


wo 
: 


2 . 
wa 29 4 
- = 1 
v ., _— = 
S - N 
8 
= ſs 
2 * 
* 2 . 
1 
Tz 
- 


S 1 

g ** 
"1 
bo „ 


» 
ppt 


Pal Rei: don by ma 2 


de 
. erke Co 150 * 


* 3 100 F TN — 


- 
+48 


[ 


5 4 
| Ty | it » #2) 


** he 1 AD 


SACS EAL N 


„„ I © #4 % 


j 4 | ; 4 Ti 4.0 — 22 - | 
Pol trie. 8 « > * ab — 
"Sa ; * * 1 

. „ 2 73 


| : " «+145, AK 
e Tonveonx, FAN f 


Has al that been done in ſa little Time? * 


,_-—  Pourrig; - | 
ta leh chan Tc tell peu bhzbeme ver] + 


* 
e in 


body TUN rr 


"Tis true, Kal F old. did Bu heft very TOY 
So they have no Occaſion far my Aid: 
Imap as well then flay myſelf, Feu dp 


Cc 


(Raiſes his Arm to tal bym/elf, Potartc prevent * 3 
| 9 Folie. t $00 ee vi 
Taber, 077 7.002 5 255m B74 ne 0 02 40171 4 
l ö _-DTURNCOAT: GY A 5 


Hold, PoLiTic 3 true Britiſi Hearts love Blood. | 
The Audience will go diſcontented Home, - 


4 I dpn't give myſelf two ci thre& Sab; 


ay more, ſuppoſe IV kill my Daughter alfo. 2 
£ N " 6h, 


C23 S 


mas bids way. 


URNCOAT . 
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